FATHERS AND CHILDREN
quarrelling among themselves; brothers asked
for a division of property, their wives could not
get on together in one house; all of a sudden
the squabble, as though at a given signal, came
to a head, and at once the whole village came
running to the counting-house steps, crawling
to the master often drunken and with battered
face, demanding justice and judgment; then
arose an uproar and clamour, the shrill wail-
ing of the women  mixed with the curses of
the men.   Then one had to examine the con-
tending    parties,   and   shout   oneself hoarse,
knowing all the while that one could never
anyway arrive at a just decision. . . . There
were not   hands enough for the harvest;   a
neighbouring small owner, with the most bene-
volent countenance, contracted to supply him
with reapers for a commission of two roubles an
acre, and cheated him in the most shameless
fashion; his peasant women demanded unheard-
of sums, and the corn meanwhile went to waste;
and here they were not getting on with the
mowing, and there the Council of Guardians
threatened and demanded prompt payment, ia
full, of interest due. . . .
I can do nothing!' Nikolai Petrovitch cried
more than once in despair* * I can't flog them
myself; and as for calHng in the police captain,
qay principles don't allow of it, while you can
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